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OZZIE AND BAtS 




"(jS^hen the town of Rawliule suHers from 
tKe bla-iiw) fires o\ 3 fiTebmj.Gabby Hay« 
IS wronaly 3::c\}Sed ot the crime .' Tiip sour- 
dflU£]h of the west, ijets hoi under Lh^ collar 
and sfe,3iiis into action th^t le^rt^-? 
everyone in a state of chills - 



A Wy&TER10U6' Fieeeue STf?lKE& THE TOWN OP efcWHiOE 
FOK THE THIEP TW\E, MUCH To THE AHSEK OF -SABBV MO 
SHERIFF eUt^ Df^&<3L6 '. 



AWOTHEE FIREi THAT BUEN& 
^ UP FOLK6 WILL SAY 
I'Wv WOT A eOOD ^-HERlFF 
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FOLK* DON'T KEAUZe 
1 SET SO COLP THKf IVE 

JUST ©or TO srr fire 

TO THIM©& 



WHee ! WH&T A LOVELV fire 
THIS OUD BUILPlUe WILL MAKE.' 
IT OUSHT TO BURU FOR HOURS .' 
I MIOHT EVEN SET WAR/A 
ENOUSH TO TAKE 
OFF MY EAR 
WUFF6 
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COMIX CARDS W^V^ 



appear every 
month in 
SebifHtyes 

FOLLOW THE AOVINTUKU OF 
IN 



OUIY W At rouK lOOU 
HIWIttANOI 
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fSjACK AT TME BAR NOTHWS 
IW RAMaE, SABFY PEEPAEa 
K)R CEVENSE. 
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"><DU^»« FALCOK 
fLL rrsMize 

TW» WLL 



Y-pH/*NJc you 

TAKe" HA LP OP 
TVfE FOOC t<OvJ 

AHT> yZBTURN 
FOR THE TZeST 
TOAIORKOIV.' 




iUT -n-J€" 

MEXT 
WV AS 
VOUWG 

IS ON HIS 
IVAV TO TVWfJ, 

■DOC TSB.V, 
PlWEPOlV'S 

ONLY 
■PHVSlOA/s/i 



YEP, THINGS AKE 

p'ceTry bap in 

TOWN. iVe NOT 
ENOUGH -^ERUAl 
POe. EV£RVON£ ANO 
THAT -MEANS «ANY 

WILL T?ie ANT? THE 
BVfTJBMIC tVILL. 

SPCEAD PUKT>IER, 



THAT- w^iLL Stop J 

THE (aCEAT 
SICKNESS... 
IVHERE CHAN 

Moae -Be 

cSOttEM ? 




ONLY AT THe -AEV«y 
PORT Anv THAT'S AT 
LSAST THI2EE "PAyS 

«reApy EipiNS peoM 

HETZff. THOEE PAY* 
WIU, -Be TOO MTe.' 
NO— THCEB'S NO 

Hopr. \'iL JUST vo 
rue sesT r o»n!^ 



iX/pALCON WHEELS HIS 
HORSE AJ20UND ANT? 
TAKES HIS LEAVE ! 



TELL ANYBOPy YOU 
MEET -TO STAY AWAY 




'OuT 
I/AY / 
'J 



3 AT TRAUER EOY'S STORE 1 



r "PUT UP TTHE 
IVARNING SIGN 
OUTSIPE -TOWN- 
/MET THAT INVlAN, 
VOUNS PALCON, 
ANT? WE TURNED 
'EOUNP PRONTO 
IVHEN HE HEAISC 



> 

BECKON HE'tl. WAIT i 
TO COA1E ANP GET 
HIS OTHER PUOCHASeS. 

, < 

■SHOPE — HE'S AFEECEO 
TO COME INTO TOWN 
NOW. HE'S NOTHINS 
BUT A COH/ARP. 
ALL TUCM iSEPSKlNS 
ACE, WHEN THINGS 
GIT A MITE 




TAWWeE., fHAT'S^NOT ^O—Mt/l/ YUH 
NOT- SO. -!CM J HEEBP WHAT rOC 
JVST— SAIO. r TELL VUH, 

NONB OF THBW 
BEOSKINS IS' ANY 
SOOP J 



'across 

THE 
PLAINS. 
A LITHE 

FOBM 

SPACES 

HIS sraeo 

LIKE THE 
•PRAIBIB 
mNCSTDCWS, 
PASTBIl 

ANO 
FASTER. 

eVEEY , 
SeCONP,' 



FASTER, WHISTLING WINDi WB MUST 
KEACH THE FOOT ANP ■BEING •RACIi 
THE SBBUM — WE MUST TO IT IN HALP 
THE T|«E IT WOULP TAKE ORflNARILLV/ 
THE SKBAT SICKNESS MUST NOT WIN/ 
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CUT5. 
NOT PAI-J^ING 

eon POOPi 
^ WATEE . OR 
tieSt, VOUNG 
PALCON/ SIDES 
A5 THE SILVER 
NJIGHT CLOSED 
AFOUr HiM. 
AMP THROUSH 
THE PAE-fc 
THE TMUNPEC 

OP HOOF5 
COWTIWUES/ 



THAMk: VOU, WHI5TL1N6 
iVINPi NEX'T WE CROSS 
THE RIVEP. AND THEN 
THROUGH THE POE-E5T 
TO THE AEWV post; 



/yiEANlVHrLE. 11^ PINEFOW. THE EPirEAHC 
/LiJ SPREADS QUiCkLV WtTHCL'T THE NEEDED 
^i^RUMl TPADET2. STORE IS TURNED 

INTO A TEMPORARY HOSPITAL 1 

7 ^ 



AWOTHHR. DAY AND THEEE'l 
BE NO CHECKIMG THE 
epidemic; WITHOUT THE 
SERUM WE'CE licked; 




muT AS TH£ MOUNlMe SUM 

RISES Ol/EE. PiNEBOlV, 
A WEARY PI6UR&, PuSHTinG 
Qpp EXHAUSTION, ■RACE-5 
TH EOU C5 H TH e 5TC ^ ETS . 



VOU SHOEE AlU^T 
BE, BUT YOU'VE 
SAVEP THE TOIVN] 
ANOTHER PAV AWD 
IT'P HAVE ARRIVED 
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HIDE-OUT CABIN 

A BUCK DESMOPsD Story 

S,^^^^ Oick Kraun 



BUCK DESMOND reined in his bay 
horse and rested in the saddle for a 
long moment, looking at the mountain 
range that stretched before him. 

The Rteep slopes of the Verde mountains 
were heavily wooded, though here and 
there the harsh outline of granite outcrop- 
pings could be seen through the trees. 
Somewhere in this range, Buck knew, a 
man had been killed! And somewhere in it, 
too, the rambling cowboy felt sure, was 
' the man or men who had committed the 
cowardly act. 

Buck examined the worn-handled Colt 
AF} that lay in the holster against his hip. 
It was well-oiled, ready for anything. Then 
be pulled his gray Stetson down over his 
Mnned forehead. Pale blue eyes flitted 
over the forest ahead as Buck kneed his 
bay into a slow walk forward. 

Ahead of him. the Verde forest stretched, 
bleak, dark and forbidding. 

IT-WAS TWO weeks before that Tuck 
Barlow had come down out of the forest. 
He had been lying acroB* the pommel of 
bi« "addle, mortally wounded by a" cruel 
ihotgun blast in the chest. Before he could 
tell what had happened to him, he died. 

Word reached Buck Desmond of his 
friend's death, and at once the cowboy hur- 
ried to the side of Tuck'i young widow. 
Sue Parlow. 

Tearfully, Sue explained that her hus- 
band Mad been searching for a gold claim 
up in the mountain*, on * hunch. "Years 
befor?." she said, "he found a huge nugget 
up there, while hunting. Then, when Little 
Tuck came," and she looked down at the 
torv-haired baby that tiept peacefully in 
her arms, "he decided that he was going to 
find the lode that nugget came from!" 

Buck nodded. "He went on several trips 
up into th« range?" 

"That's right r Sue said. "He found 
nothing, but he wasn't discouraged. Then, 
this time, he didn't come back at all for 
more than a week. And when he did 
come . . She broke into quiet sobs. 

Buck Desmond tried to comfort Sue, but 
h\n eyes wcr« hard and grim, and his 




thoughts were elsewhere. It was then that 
Buck made up his mind. "Don't take on so, 
Sue," he said. "There's riothing we can do 
to bring Tuck back, but we sure can find 
out ' who killed him — and why." 

NOW BUCK URGED his bay forward, 
ttp into the mountains, following the route 
Barlow's maps had indicated. 

Through the day. he went higher and 
higher, eyes constantly exploring the for- 
est and granite slopes for anything sus- 
picious. He found no clue until, as the 
sun began to sink beneath the pine tops, 
he noticed a little path that forked off 
from the main trail. It appealed to be 
marked by fresh hoofprints, cleanly out- 
lined against the moist' ground. "Worth 
investigating," Buck muttered to himself. 
He began to climb down from his bay. 

Then, without warning, he heard the 
sharp report of a distant rifle . . . and the 
swift' whining of a high-powered bullet f 

There was a sudden, searing blow 
against Buck's, temple. 

He slumped to the ground and, hitting 
the edge of the trail, rolled .over. For per- 
haps thirty feet he fell, rolling from 
boulder to boulder until a staunch little 
pin-oak held 'him firmly. There, bruised 
and grimy, with an ugly red smear across 
his forehead, he lay, as night began to fall. 

"OUCK DESMOND came of tough stock. 

And he had been brought up in a hard . 
school. At five he could ride. At six he 
could rope, and at ten he was holding down 
a cowhand's job. Through the rambling 
years that followed, his lean, hard body had 
been subjected to every kind of punish- 
ment . . . and had. survived, growing 
stronger I 

So it was that, when two hour* had 
passed, the footloose cowhand slowly rose 
to a crouching position. His body was 
aching from the "hurtling fall, and his head 
pained savagely from the rifle graze. 

But he was alive, and he was ready to 
find out who had bushwhacked him . , . 
and why. 

"First to get up to the trail,** he mut- 
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tered. Climbing cautiously in the pale light 
of the early moon, he reached the trail he 
had been riding along earlier. There was 
no sign of his bay horse. "I figured that," 
he half-grinned. "But unless I'm mistaken, 
those are his prints going up the little side 
path." Crouching low, he began to follow 
the winding trail up through the forest. 

"This is it," he mused to himself. "If I 
hadn't stopped to take a look at this . . . 
reckon they'd never have shot at me. 
So ..." 

SUDDENLY, his head snapped back as 
he saw a faint glinting of light through 
the trees ahead. "Firelight," he muttered. 
Moving from tree to tree, no longer on 
the ^ath, he soon came close to the source 
of the light. It was an old cabin, rough 
and weatherbeaten, hidden deep in the 
forest. From its chimney, smoke drifted 
into the night air. 

"Reckon this couldn't be seen from the 
main trail," Buck concluded. "So they had 
a man with a gun on watch to make certain 
nobody came up the side valley. Pretty 
smart. I wonder what they're hiding." 

Treading lightly, he moved up close to 
the cabin wall to peer through the window. 
He could see three, heavy-bearded men 
playing cards over a rough-boarded table, 
A bottle, half-empty, stood within easy 
reach. Buck strained his ears to hear what 
they were saying, and he was soon re- 
warded. 

"Too bad yuh had tub plug that nosy 
varmint today." one man laughed raucous- 
ly. "We could use a fourth hand in this 
game." 

Buck'i lips tightened. These were the 
men who had shot at him today . . . and, 
more than likely, they knew what had hap- 
pened to Tuck Barlow. He had to capture 
them to make certain. But they would 
prove difficult to overpower. 

An idea hit Buck. He looked up at the 
chimney, and at the column of wood smoke 
that eddied from it. 

Snapping hii fingers noiselessly,' the 
lanky Buck peeled off his shirt. There 
was a rain barrel, half-full, close by. Swift- 
ly, Buck soaked his shirt in th« barrel, 
until it was lopping wet. Then, with the 
aid of a long pole that lay on the ground, 
he lifted the wet shirt into the air, drop- 
ping it down the chimney. 

THE RESULTS WERE immediste and 
pronounced. As the heavy, wet cloth hit 



the fire, purpla-blaek a rmkm bepan ta MV 

low forth. It ftllad the HttU cabin almfr»t 
at once, and Buck heard shouts of »urprU« 
and indignation from intlda. 

"Something*! happened to the flreT 

man gasped. 

Another shouted, "Let's git out of hyarl 
We'll choke to death!" 

Buck quickly drew his Colt and station- 
ed himself by the door. As the first burly 
figure came staggering out, eyes streaming 
tears, he struck hard with the butt. The 
man grunted and fell forward. The second 
man was taken the same way. 

The third, a great-shouldered, red-head- 
ed brute, must have sensed trouble — or 
heard it — because he came out toting his 
gun. Buck lashed out with his, and the 
man was disarmed. Cursing furiously, he 
lunged at Buck. For a moment they traded 
swinging blows. Then Buck swerved away, 
slammed a powerful right to the man's 
belly and another to his chest. As his op- 
ponent slumped forward, gasping, Buck 
drove another blow to his jaw that dropped 
him unconscious beside his mates. 

Bending low, Buck hurriad into tha 
cabin. Pulling the burning shirt from tha 
fireplace, he hurled it out a window. In 
a matter of moments the air had cleared 
and he was able to see about him. 

In a corner of the room was stackad a , 
pile of plump canvas bags. Buck op«n*d 
one. "Gold!" he txclaimed. "Filled with 
gold dust!" Then ha saw the marking o« 
^the bag. The initials were T. B. "Tuck 
Barlow!" he said grimly. "I reckon that 
Tuck hit it good after all — and then thes* 
gents moved in on him. When he wouldn't 
stand for having his claim jumped, they 
shot him and left him for dead. But he 
iived long enough to get back to Sue." 

Buck's fist doubled. 

6»J7IRST, they'll show me where the 
mine is. Then I'm going to have to 
take them into town to stand trial, though 
I'd just as soon turn hangman myself. And 
then," he half-grinned, "I'm entering^ a 
claim for the mine in the name Tuck Bar- 
low . . . Junior. Reckon, up in the Big 
Beyond, Tuck Senior'll be glad to know 
that." 

THE END 



BUCK DESMOISD ridps to ntna px- 
, ftioitf in every hxite of GABBY HAYES 
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^ THE KANGAROO CROOK // 



Haijes; a scrapping 

ircos, drop a few six- _ , /-v 
sliootos and. tlisn stir " 
wen / At tli« hjiliivj 
pointtMS inta tins 
fire irui wat«h lia 
fiiBvorks .' 
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•WAT'S RIGHT. HE'S 
UP THERE IN HIS 
PLUME RKHTNOW 
POWS SOME LOOP 
THE LOOPS" 




